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Summary: 


Drabbles and ficlets written for the Harringrove April challenge. 


1. First Kiss 
Author's Note: 


A collection of drabbles and ficlets written for the 
lovely Harringrove April challenge by 
monochromegee and CherryDreamer. 


The collection title is taken from "Brothers Under 
The Bridges ('83)" by Bruce Springsteen. 


I started the challenge late and I won't be doing all 
the prompts so I hope that's okay! These are also 
written really quickly with only minor edits. I'm just 
trying to get back into writing without stressing so 
much about it, and to actually post things once in a 
while instead of keeping them hidden away in the 
depths of my hard drive never to see the light of day. 


I'll post individual notes for each chapter with any 
content warnings or anything like that. Ratings may 
vary, and please let me know if I miss any tags or 
content warnings. Also, if anything here doesn't 
belong with the challenge, please let me know and 
I'll remove it. 


If you choose to read, thank you so much and I hope 
you enjoy! <3 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 1: First Kiss. 


It's evening when Steve Harrington and Billy Hargrove kiss for the 
last time. 


It's a simple touch of lips, a stolen moment on a backyard patio 
before a reluctant separation. They've shared thousands of kisses, lips 
and tongues and teeth mapping every inch of the changing geography 
of each other's bodies. Kisses that say good night and good morning, I'll 


miss you, welcome home, I want you, I love you. Private, intimate kisses 
just between them; public, playful kisses just because they can. 


It's their past and their future. It's a promise repeated next afternoon, 
when Steve and Billy Harrington kiss for the first time. 


2. April Showers 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Written for Day 2: April Showers. Contains some 
swearing and sexual content. 


The apartment's old and cramped and their landlord is slow to 
respond when something needs repaired. But it's cheap and it's theirs, 
a step away from Hawkins and towards the future they want 
together. So they learn to fix leaky taps and loose hinges, and it's not 
perfect but it's good enough. 


One night in April it's raining heavier than it has since they moved in. 
When they go to get into bed they discover a small wet patch on the 
floor. Billy gets a pan to catch the water, and he and Steve climb 
under the covers. 


It's cozy at first, lying cuddled together listening to the rain beating 
on the roof, but gradually another sound takes over. 


Drip. 

A few seconds of silence. 
Drip. 

Again and again. 


Steve rolls onto his back with a frustrated groan. "It's supposed to 
rain all week." 


"Fuck," Billy says. 


They're quiet. The rain, and the dripping, continues. Suddenly Billy 
rolls over, crowding against Steve. 


"Ste-vie," he says. "Since we're already awake - " 


His hand slips under the blankets to squeeze Steve's ass. 


Steve answers by wriggling closer so he can grind against Billy. 


Their mouths meet, and soon the heat and the friction and the little 
moans they both let out when their cocks rub just right are all Steve 
can think about. 


He has two fingers inside Billy, curling them just the way Billy likes, 
and Billy's already panting for more when something hits his neck. 


Something cold and wet. 
He tries to ignore it, but another one follows. 


Steve sits back and looks up, fingers still buried in Billy's ass. A water 
drop lands right in his eye. 


"Jesus Christ!" he says, blinking furiously. 
"Fucking leaks!" Billy says, then adds, "Fuck, don't stop, baby, please." 


Steve briefly considers the options. There's no space to move the bed 
and no point in calling their landlord until the morning. 


So he proceeds to fuck Billy until both of them are so worn out they 
can barely move. 


Steve's last thought before he falls into a deep, exhausted sleep is that 
maybe a leaky roof isn't so bad after all. 


3. Butterflies & Stargazing 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 5: Butterflies & Day 6: Stargazing. 


Steve's five years old, and his parents took him all the way to 
Michigan for their summer vacation. They're staying in a cabin, and 
there's another family in the cabin next door, and he's excited at the 
prospect of new friends to play with. 


But it turns out the girl's just a baby, and the two boys are older and 
they call him a baby and go off on their own adventures. 


So he stays near the cabin while the adults talk, coloring in the 
coloring books his mom got for him and poking around in the dirt. 
He finds some sparkly stones and runs to show his mom, and she says 
yes, Stevie, those are pretty and goes back to her conversation without 
really looking at them. 


Steve decides to go a little farther from the cabin because maybe he 
can find some prettier stones that his mom will like better. He heads 
down the path to the beach, and he knows he's not supposed to go in 
the water alone, but nobody said he couldn't walk beside it. 


There are some rocks, but none that he thinks his mom will like. And 
then he sees a butterfly sitting on a big rock, its orange and black 
wings held open to the sun. 


The butterfly's prettier than any stone. 
He tries to catch it, to take back to show his mom. 
But it flies away, out of his grasp, and all he can do is watch it go. 


KKKKK 


Steve's twenty years old, and he's lying on a blanket under starry 
skies in a field just outside of Hawkins, surrounded by his friends. 


Dustin's making adjustments to his telescope. Mike and El are sharing 


a can of Coke and adoring glances, practically glued to each other's 
side as they have been since last summer. Max and Lucas are eating 
M&M's, occasionally pausing to throw one at each other and laugh, or 
kiss. Robin and Erica are holding some sort of debate that Steve can't 
even pretend to follow. And Billy's laying next to him, peacefully 


napping. 


Will's watching the sky, so he's the one who notices the first meteor. 
Everyone's attention turns upwards, the arguing and laughter giving 
way to wow’s and awestruck murmurs. 


Steve nudges his shoulder against Billy's, says his name, says it's 
starting. He wants Billy to see this too, to share in it with the rest of 
them. 


Okay, Billy grunts, and opens his eyes. His hand brushes Steve's, a 
touch soft as a butterfly's wings. 


Steve intertwines their fingers and together they watch the meteors 
streak across the sky. 


4. Peaches 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 10: Peaches. 


TW: mentions of injured animals and past animal 
abuse. Nothing graphic, but see the end notes for 
details. 


This is really mostly just silly happy fluff. It was a lot 
of fun to write! Thank you so much for reading and I 
hope you enjoy. <3 


Steve couldn't contain a smile as he stepped out onto the deck. Billy 
was sprawled in their double lounge chair, sunglasses on, Lemmy and 
Cookie flopped next to him. 


"Hey," Steve said. "You gonna sleep all day?" 


"Got bored waiting for you." Flashing a grin, Billy hooked his arm 
around Steve's waist and tugged. "C'mere. Celebrate with me." 


"Nuh-uh," Steve said, planting one hand on the chair to regain his 
balance. "Dogs in the house, then I'll celebrate with you." 


Billy heaved a dramatic sigh. "Fine. Hurry up." 


Laughing, Steve called Lemmy and Cookie inside and slid the door 
shut. He felt a bit guilty about disturbing their nap, but he and Billy 
hadn't had much time to themselves in the last couple of weeks. 


Besides, they had a lot to celebrate. 


After eight years in L.A. they were both ready for a change. They 
weren't sure exactly what they wanted, but when they found a house 
away from the city on three acres of land, with a big yard for the 
dogs and an easy drive to the beach, they decided to buy it. They 
cashed in their savings and the last bit of settlement money from 
Starcourt, signed the papers making the house theirs, and officially 
moved in two days ago. 


"Sorry, guys," he said, scratching the silky black-and-white fur 
between Cookie's ears. "We'll make it up to you. You want some 
treats?" 


Both Lemmy's and Cookie's ears perked up at the word treat. But 
where Lemmy's bright eyes and barely wagging tail were his only 
indications of excitement, Cookie was practically bouncing up and 
down on her three legs, her entire body wriggling. Steve laughed and 
gave them both another pat before reaching for the box of dog 
biscuits. 


A flash of movement by the window caught his eye, and his grip on 
the box instinctively tightened as he looked out to see what it was. 


There was a small brown-and-white pony in their driveway, its thick 
mane flopping into its eyes as it snuffled at the ground. 


Steve watched it for a minute, then went back to get Billy. "Um, 
Billy? Come see this." 


Billy pulled his sunglasses off. "What?" 
He hurried after Steve, and Steve pointed out the window. 
"The hell?" Billy said. 


"We should try to catch him," Steve said. "He could get hit by a car or 
something if he's running around loose like that." 


"Yeah," Billy said. "I guess we can get him tied up somewhere and call 
animal control." 


They went out the side door so they were ahead of the pony. It 
ignored them, taking a few steps and dropping its head again to 
mouth at some weeds. 


"Here, uh - " Steve frowned. "Boy? Girl? Horse? Here, horsey, nice 
horsey." 


"It's not a dog," Billy said. "Let's just try grabbing him. He doesn't look 
very fast." 


They took a few cautious steps towards it. The pony lifted its head, 
nostrils flaring, but didn't move. 


Steve and Billy inched closer. 


The pony snorted and broke into a trot. Steve and Billy lunged for it, 
but that made it run faster. They stopped so they wouldn't chase it 
onto the road and watched it. 


"Maybe he's hungry," Billy said. "Do we have anything he would eat?" 


"Oh, yeah!" Steve spoke louder than he'd meant to. The pony looked 
up and moved farther away. "Oops." Lowering his voice again, he 
continued. "Carrots. I think horses like carrots. Go get them, babe." 


Once Billy returned with their longest dog leash and a bag of carrots, 
they each took one. 


"Here, pony," Steve said. 
"You hungry, little guy?" Billy said. 
The pony looked at them, tail swishing. 


They crept towards it, getting closer than they had before. The pony 
was watching them intently. 


"Nice pony," Steve said, almost whispering. "Who's a good pony?" 
"Steve," Billy said, his own voice quiet. "Go right." 

They split off, approaching the pony from both sides. The pony 
stomped its foot but didn't move. They were almost close enough to 


grab it. 


Holding his breath, Steve stretched his arm out a little farther. The 
pony snorted again, then reached out to take the carrot from his 
hand. Billy grabbed its halter while it was chewing. 


"Got you," he said. 


The pony flinched and quickly backed up a couple of steps, but when 


Steve grasped the other side of its halter, it stopped and stood, 
trembling. 


"Hey, it's okay," Billy said. "You're okay." 
"Good pony," Steve said. 


Slowly and carefully, they looped the leash through one of the halter 
rings and secured it with the clip. 


Now that it was caught, the pony seemed willing to follow them. 
They led it to the deck and tied the leash around a post. 


Steve gave the pony a tentative pat on the neck. "One of us should 
probably stay here. Keep an eye on him." 


"I will," Billy said. "Just, maybe grab some water for him? And the 
carrots?" 


"Oh, yeah," Steve said. "All that fur, he's probably thirsty." 


Billy grinned. "You know, he reminds me of Henderson, with all that 
hair in his eyes." 


"He does not look like Dustin," Steve said, although he secretly 
agreed. 


He retrieved the bag of carrots, then filled a big cooking pot at the 
kitchen sink and managed to carry it outside without spilling any. 
The pony stood quietly as Billy worked at a tangle in its shaggy 
mane. 


"Wow," Steve said. "He's really calmed down." 
"Yeah," Billy said. 


"Well." Steve paused, not sure why he suddenly felt like he was doing 
something wrong. "I'm gonna go call. I'll be back soon." 


Lemmy and Cookie crowded around him, and he petted them 
absently as he flipped through the phone book. 


"It must have an owner," he said. "I bet it belongs to some little kid 
who'll be really happy to see their pony again, right, guys?" 


Cookie licked his hand and Lemmy's tail beat against the floor. 
Steve sighed. "Right." 
He lifted the receiver and dialed the number for animal control. 


A few phone calls later he headed back outside. He found Billy sitting 
in front of the pony, stroking its nose, a soft smile on his lips. The 
pony's head was lowered almost to his lap, its eyes half-closed. 


It reminded him of the times he'd come home to find Billy and 
Lemmy, napping or reading or watching TV, Billy's hand resting on 
Lemmy's scarred side and Lemmy's massive, brindled head resting on 
Billy's scarred chest. 


He stood there a minute, watching, before sitting down next to them. 
Billy glanced over. "I gave him more carrots. Guess he's happy." 


"Yeah, looks like," Steve said. "Oh, and uh, it's actually a girl horse. 
Her name's Peaches." 


"Peaches?" Billy repeated. "Figures it'd be something stupid." 
"I don't know, it's kind of cute," Steve said. 


Billy stopped petting Peaches and turned to face him. "So. I guess that 
means you found her owner?" 


"Yeah." Steve picked at the hem of his shorts as he spoke. "Animal 
control said there was a missing horse reported, and put me in touch 
with her, and - anyway, she's coming to pick her up." 


"Oh." Billy looked away. "That was fast." 


They sat in silence until the dogs barking and tires crunching on the 
driveway alerted them to Peaches' owner's arrival. 


Steve squeezed Billy's hand, then got up to greet her. He came around 


the corner of the house just as a young woman climbed out of a 
pickup truck with a trailer attached, holding a halter and a thick, 
neatly coiled rope. 


"Hi," the woman called. "I'm Nina. I'm here for Peaches." 


"I'm Steve." He shook hands with her, then gestured towards the yard. 
"She's out back." 


"So, you're new here?" Nina said as they walked. 
"Yeah," Steve said. "We just moved, actually. How'd you know?" 


"It's been empty for a while." She smiled. "I drive this way a lot. Our 
place is only a couple miles from here." 


Billy was still sitting with Peaches when they rounded the corner, but 
he stood up when he saw them. Steve hurried to his side as Nina 
introduced herself to Billy, then turned to the pony. 


"Peaches!" she said. "Hi, sweet girl. Oh, you scared us." 


She gave the pony a quick once-over. Satisfied, she clipped the rope 
to Peaches' halter and handed the dog leash to Steve. 


"Thank you for taking such good care of her," she said with a warm 
smile. "We were worried sick when she got loose. She's had such a 
tough time, poor girl." 


"What happened?" Steve asked. 


Nina's smile faded, her lips tightening into a thin line. "Her last 
owners weren't very nice to their animals. She developed back 
problems and couldn't be ridden anymore so they just threw her out 
in a pasture and left her to fend for herself. Luckily someone called us 
before it was too late." 


"She's a rescue?" Billy said softly. 
"Yes," Nina said. "Honestly, I'm surprised she let you catch her. She's 


still skittish around strangers." She patted the pony's shoulder. "She 
must like you two." 


"Well." Steve ran a hand through his hair. "At least she's safe now, 
right?" 


"Oh, she'll for sure have a home with us if she needs it," Nina said. 
"But we're a horse rescue. New horses are always coming in and 
space can be a problem. So ideally our goal is to get all our animals 
adopted out." She gave Peaches' shoulder another pat. "It might be 
difficult to find a good home for Peaches, though. She's a sweetheart, 
but most people want a horse they can ride." 


Steve glanced at Billy, who was fidgeting with his ring and staring 
somewhere past Nina, jaw clenched. 


"Hmm." Steve tried to sound casual, fighting to hold back an eager 
smile. "You know, I think I might know a place." 


x 


Steve and Billy stood at the fence, arms crossed over the top board, 
watching Peaches graze while Lemmy and Cookie frolicked in the far 
corner of the pasture. 


Nina had agreed to let them adopt Peaches on the condition they 
volunteer at the rescue to learn how to take care of her properly. 
Nina, her family, and the other volunteers were glad to help with 
everything from answering questions to building the fence and a 
small barn on their property. They'd made several new friends by the 
time they were ready to bring Peaches home. 


She'd settled in quickly, making friends with the dogs and spending 
her days grazing and playing. She loved being groomed, and Steve 
had teased Billy a few times about him spending more time on 
Peaches' hair than his own now. 


Steve and Billy had settled in too. They'd used some of the extra land 
to plant a garden. Steve converted the garage into a woodworking 
shop and with a bigger space to work in, he started experimenting 
with larger pieces. Billy still surfed whenever he could. They took the 
dogs to the beach and discovered a few new favorite restaurants. It 
was everything they'd hoped for when they bought the house. 


"I was talking to Mrs. Cooper today," Billy said, breaking the silence. 
"Her goats are having their babies, and I guess there's a lot of them 
this year. She said we could have a couple if we want." 


"Goats?" Steve was so surprised he wasn't sure what else to say. 


"Yeah," Billy said. "We've got room. They'd be buddies for Peaches, 
and we could sell goat milk and stuff eventually." 


"Huh," Steve said. "Goats." He shrugged. "Why not?" 
Billy grinned. "Great. I'll tell her we'll take 'em." 


Steve grinned back, and surrounded by their dogs and their pony and 
their own happily-ever-after, he and Billy kissed in the soft spring 
twilight. 


Notes for the Chapter: 
trigger warnings: 


references to one of Steve and Billy's dogs missing a 
leg 

reference to one of Steve and Billy's dogs having 
scars 

reference to Nina (OC) rescuing a pony from abusive 
owners 


Thank you for reading! <3 


5. Hug 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 11: Hug. 


This one's a little angsty and it's more Billy & Max 
sibling bonding than Harringrove. I'm not really sure 
about it, but I decided to post it anyway and try to 
move on with my life haha. 


Thank you for reading! <3 


Max says she understands if he doesn't come, that she doesn't expect 
him to. 


At first he's not going to. 
Susan wasn't his mother. 


He's still unsure even when he and Steve book the first flight they can 
get from L.A. to Indianapolis. Even when Lucas picks them up at the 
airport for the drive back to Hawkins and says glad you could make it. 


He skips the visitation. 
Susan wasn't his mother and he was never her son. 


He doesn't need false sympathy. Doesn't want to make things 
awkward for Max. 


Half of the people in the church are strangers to him. The other half 
are there for Max. 


Lucas and their girls. El, Mike, Dustin, and Will. Mr. and Mrs. 
Sinclair. Hopper and Joyce. 


He hates funerals. That's why he grips Steve's hand tightly through 
the prayers and hymns and the minister's platitudes. 


An older lady speaks about how dedicated Susan was, how eager to 


step in if someone needed help. How she did so much for the church 
and how much the congregation would miss her. She stops several 
times to dab at her eyes and collect herself. 


Then Max gets up. She stands behind the pulpit in her black slacks 
and plain gray blouse, hair pulled back in its usual ponytail, 
composed and dry-eyed. 


She focuses on good memories. Her voice is calm and even as she 
shares how her mom had been so happy to have grandchildren, how 
she didn't see Olivia and Katie very often but doted on them from 
half a country away. 


It's partially true. 


He stands away from the others at the cemetery. Doesn't want to get 
too close to the hole in the ground. 


But when the casket is lowered, and the final rose and handful of dirt 
are tossed onto it, Max comes to him. 


She throws her arms around him with a choked sound and then she's 
crying. 


He hugs back, his tears mixing with hers as they grieve together. 


Her gasping, heaving sobs slowly taper to sniffles and a hoarse, 
whispered thanks. 


And he knows he did the right thing. 
Because Susan wasn't his mother. 


But Max is his sister. 


6. Soda 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 12: Soda. 
I apologize in advance. :p 


Steve slips away to the locker room while his teammates are still 
celebrating their victory. He just wants to get showered, changed, 
and get out of there. 


He's gathering up his shower things when he sees it. It's the can of 
Coke Hargrove always drinks post-game, poking out of his bag. 
Unguarded. Tempting. 


He hesitates only a second before grabbing it. 
He knows it's a stupid thing to do. Childish. 


But Hargrove's been on him again, these past few weeks. He's still 
leaving the kids alone - Steve knows that, because he hasn't heard a 
word about Hargrove from them, and he made sure Dustin and Max 
and the others know they can tell him anything - and for a while he 
was leaving Steve alone. But as the school year inched ever closer to 
its end, he'd started his bullshit, same as before. The comments. The 
staring. Wagging his tongue at Steve. Getting in Steve's face, in his 
space, all the time. It's like he's trying to see exactly how much he can 
annoy Steve before June. 


So Steve shakes the can as hard as he can. Tosses it in the air and 
catches it a few times. Rolls it on the floor for good measure. 


He sets it back in Hargrove's bag. Waits. 


His teammates storm into the locker room, then, still whooping and 
yelling and backslapping, flocking after Hargrove, who's leading the 
way of course. 


Just like every game, Hargrove reaches for the can. Holds it up in a 
toast and smirks, still showing off. Cracks it open. 


Coke sprays everywhere. Hits him right in the face, soaking his hair 
and his stupid fucking earring, dripping down onto his jersey. 


The shock on his face only lasts a split second before he's yanking off 
his wet jersey and scanning the room. 


His eyes lock on Steve and he takes a step forward. 
Steve plants his feet and glares back fearlessly. 


But Hargrove doesn't rush at him. Doesn't shove him, punch him, try 
to murder him - doesn't do any of the things Steve was expecting him 
to do. 


Instead he stays where he is. He's flushed from the game, bare chest 
glistening, curls matted and sticky with sweat and Coke. 


His tongue darts out. Licks a bit of the sticky-sweet liquid at the 
corner of his mouth. 


Then the asshole winks. 
Steve barely manages to suppress a groan. 
He snatches up his towel and thinks he really can't wait for summer. 
Notes for the Chapter: 
Do I regret writing and posting that? Yes. 
I also regret being born, yet here Iam. \_(‘Y)_/ 


Have a lovely day and stay safe! 


7. Popsicles & Heatwave 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 17: Popsicles & Day 18: Heatwave. 


They're in the midst of another heatwave, and it's still early in the 
year. It's harder to deal with these days. Steve's not sure how much of 
that is from the changing climate and how much is due to simply 
getting older. 


Either way he and Billy won't let it affect their date night. It's 
something they started long ago, back in the early days of their 
relationship, and it's almost sacred at this point. Even when they've 
had to be apart, for illness or business or other obligations, they've 
always scheduled in at least one phone call, a specific time just for 
them. 


Sometimes, if Billy's lungs or back are really bothering him or the 
arthritis in Steve's joints is acting up, they'll do something easy. Go 
for a drive. Stay in. Cook or order takeout, watch a movie and doze 
off. 


Today is a good day though, and they aren't about to let a little heat 
stop them. 


They go to their favorite Mexican place for dinner. The original 
owner's daughter took over years ago and always gives them a little 
something extra - a drink, an appetizer, an extra serving of enchiladas 
- for their loyalty. 


Afterwards they walk on the beach. Not far, not like they used to. It's 
too much of a struggle to walk for hours in the sand and the heat. But 
they still get their feet in the water, and the waves lap around their 
ankles just the same. 


There's a vendor selling ice cream and they stop to buy something for 
dessert. They pick out two popsicles, orange-mango and blueberry- 
lemonade, and take them to a nearby bench. 


Licking at the creamy flavored ice, they catch each other's gaze and 
grin, eyes still bright and filled with love after almost fifty years. 
Halfway through they trade popsicles, wedding bands glinting in the 
light of the setting sun as they pass the sticks to each other. 


When they're finished, Steve leans into Billy's side and Billy wraps his 
arm around Steve's shoulders. 


So much has changed, but they know this never will. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


I don't really know what this is. I drafted it the other 
day when I was half-asleep and I really can't tell if 
editing made it any better. :p Thanks for reading, 
anyway. 


8. Blue & Vines 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 9: Blue & Day 19: Vines. 


Their new house was small but to them it was perfect. A kitchen, a 
living room, a bathroom. A basement that could be fixed up into a 
rec room if they wanted more space. Two bedrooms. They took the 
bigger one and left the other as a guest room for when Robin or 
Dustin or Max or El visited. 


The front yard was tiny and the backyard wasn't much bigger. But 
there were some flowerbeds that both of them were excited to fix up 
and try growing something in. And tucked away in the corner of the 
yard was an arbor bench. It was cozy and private, and would have 
been a perfect spot for sitting outside together, if not for the dried- 
out vines clinging to its sides and covering the arbor. 


Billy hated vines. 


Just seeing them - ivy creeping across a house; flowering vines 
twining along a fence - made his heart race and his throat close up 
with the fear that one would shoot out, twine around his ankle, drag 
him down, pin him, suffocate, transform. 


He'd tell himself to stop being a pussy, it was just a goddamn flower, 
nothing to worry about. 


He still avoided them. Couldn't stand to be around them. 
Luckily he didn't encounter many vines. 


But now the bench was covered in them, and eventually he ran out of 
excuses for not going near it and never wanting to sit outside with 
Steve after dinner. 


When, reluctant and hesitating, he told Steve he was afraid of the 
vines, Steve didn't laugh or call him a pussy or tell him to get over it. 


Steve held him all night, then spent hours outside the next day, 


clearing away the vines. 


That evening they sat on the bench with glasses of wine and their 
arms around each other, admiring their little backyard oasis. The 
flowers they'd put in were blooming, bright and cheerful, and some 
of the seeds they'd planted were beginning to sprout. 


And when they went to bed, Billy showed Steve just how much he 
appreciated his taking care of the vines. Taking care of Billy. 
Protecting him. Loving him. 


But the vines came back. 
Tiny green tendrils crawling from the earth, spreading up the bench. 


Billy dreamed of vines again. He woke in tears, still feeling the 
phantom sensation of rotten, decaying vines tangling around him, 
choking and smothering. 


Steve held him while he cried, stroking his hair and murmuring I've 
got you, youre safe, I love you the way he'd done so many times 
before, the way Billy had done for him so many other times. 


"We can get rid of it," Steve said, one night when they were cuddling 
on the couch instead of their bench. "Put out a patio table or 
something. Away from the vines." 


m. 


"It's stupid," Billy mumbled. "'m sorry, Steve." 


"Don't be," Steve said, and kissed him. 


Billy had the next day off, and when Steve went to work, he was 
home alone. He ventured out to the backyard, staying well away 
from the bench as he trimmed and weeded the flowerbed. 


But before he went back in the house he stood for a while, just 
looking at the slender green shoots curling around the bench, a few 
green leaves beginning to unfurl. 


He went to the library and got some gardening books. Flipped 
through them, looking at all the entries on climbing, flowering vines 
until he found a picture that matched the vines in the backyard. 


He told Steve to keep the bench. 


Every day he watched the vines climb higher, gaining more leaves. 
Buds appeared. 


They reached the top of the arbor, and one Sunday morning when he 
and Steve were both home, he looked outside and saw what the 
picture in the book had promised. Gorgeous, bright blue flowers 
bloomed against the vine's lush green leaves. 


He took Steve's hand and led him outside. Touched one flower 
tentatively. It wasn't slimy with rot. Didn't attack. Didn't transform. 


It was soft. 

Alive. 

Vibrant blue, a little piece of sky under his fingers. 
He stayed out there while Steve made coffee. 


And Billy and Steve spent the morning on their bench in their 
backyard, under the sky blue flowers and leafy green vines. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Billy's vines are morning glories, if you were 
wondering. :) Thanks for reading! 


9. Sun & Fire 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 15: Sun & Day 21: Fire. 


This one's inspired by Bruce Springsteen. See the end 
notes for details! :D 


He can't remember the last time he saw blue skies. Here in the 
perpetual darkness one day blends into another. 


Maybe there are no days anymore. Maybe he's already dead and this 
is eternity, unending and timeless. 


He's not afraid of fire. Already spent a lifetime burning with shame, 
anger, guilt, lust. 


It would be fitting, then, if hell turned out to be this numbing 
dankness that seeps into his bones and leaves him shivering. 


He longs for the sun. Longs to feel its warmth just once more, to close 
his eyes and let it soak into his skin, into his soul. 


He knows that's one more dream that won't come true. 


He checks to make sure he's got his lighter and the pack of cigarettes 
from the glove compartment before he gets out of his battered car. 
He won't be coming back to it. 


He's lucky the engine lasted this long, got him close enough that he 
can walk the last bit. 


He knew where Harrington's house was. Picked Max up a couple of 
times, drove by a few other times. But this is the first time he's been 
inside. 


It's dark of course. Cold. Moldy and decaying like everything else in 
this place, ash falling like dirty snow. 


He wanders through the empty rooms, imagining how it would have 


looked before. Expensive. Pristine and perfect. Meant to be looked at, 
not touched. Just like Harrington. 


Upstairs he finds the bedroom that must belong to Harrington. Black 
vines slither over the walls, across the trophies and the desk, across 
the bed with the rotting mattress. 


He wonders where Harrington is, right now. What he's doing. Maybe 
he's chauffeuring Max and her friends around. Maybe he's gotten 
himself a girlfriend. Maybe they're out in the sun, laughing. Happy. 


He settles back against the headboard. Takes out his lighter and 
cigarettes. It won't be long now. If the creatures don't get him, 
biology will. 


He wonders if Max will miss him. Wishes he could say goodbye. 
He shakes a cigarette out of the pack. It's the last one. 


He flicks the lighter. With the dampness it takes a few tries before it 
catches. The flame glows, almost too bright in the darkness. 


He touches it to the end of the cigarette, inhales, holds it there until 
the tobacco ignites. 


He exhales and closes his eyes. 
Tries to ignore the wetness on his cheeks. 
Waits. 


x 


It's the sunlight spilling through the curtains that wakes Steve from 
yet another restless night filled with uneasy dreams. 


He could swear he smells cigarette smoke, and he lays there a 
moment, trying to recall what he was dreaming about. He can't 
remember specific images, though, so it couldn't have been anything 
too terrifying. 


He scrubs his hand across his eyes, throws the covers back, and gets 


up to face another day. 
Notes for the Chapter: 


My original idea for the prompt 'Fire' was a fluffy 
little piece about karaoke night. I was making a list 
of 'fire' songs and naturally Springsteen came to mind 
- "Dancing in the Dark", "Fire", "I'm On Fire" - and 
then I remembered one other one. 


Just Like Fire Would is originally by The Saints but 
Springsteen's cover is my favorite version. Please 
give it a listen and tell me that is not a perfect 
flayed!Billy or Billy-trapped-in-the-Upside-Down 
song! 


I've wanted to write something using this song for a 
while, I just never got around to it. And while this 
still isn't quite what I wanted it to be, I figured it was 
as good a time as any to use it. I can always expand/ 
revise it someday lol! 


Also I'm posting it now because if I give myself time 
to think about it and look it over again I'll hate it and 
delete it and then wish I hadn't. But I am planning to 
write a continuation of this for the "Afterlife" prompt 
because I need to give them a happy ending. :) 


Thank you for reading and I hope you enjoy! 


10. Spring Break, Daisychain & Yellow 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Written for Day 3: Spring Break, Day 7: 
Daisychain, & Day 22: Yellow. 


Spring break was Billy's favorite school holiday. 


He didn't like winter vacation because that meant Christmas, and 
Christmas meant mean Grandma Hargrove, and pretending not to be 
bored listening to all the old people talk, and lots of yelling and his 
mom crying afterwards. 


Summer was okay, because as long as his chores were done he got to 
play with his friends and spend more time at the beach. 


But spring break was the best, because he got to spend time alone 
with his mom while his dad was at work. 


Sometimes they'd stay home. They'd go to the park a few blocks 
away, then she'd read him his favorite stories and play toy cars and 
teach him how to make cookies. 


Sometimes they'd go to the beach to swim and walk along the sand, 
looking for shells or rocks or sea creatures. When he started learning 
to surf, she'd watch, cheering him on. They'd usually stop for ice 
cream on the way home. 


Sometimes they'd go for walks. She would point out the plants and 
flowers they passed in neighbors' gardens or along the hiking trails. 
Once they found a meadow full of wildflowers and she taught Billy 
how to make daisy chains. She smiled when he proudly set the 
lopsided daisy crown he'd made all by himself on her head, and she 
wore it the whole time they sat there watching clouds drift lazily 
across the sky. 


No matter what they did it was nice, and every year Billy looked 
forward to spring break. 


Until the day Neil came home early and found them in the yard, 


laughing as they blew on dandelion puffballs and making wishes on 
the tiny, feathery seeds. 


"Scattering goddamn weeds everywhere," he shouted. "Do you know 
how hard I work to keep this lawn looking nice?" 


Billy snuck off to his room but he could still hear his dad yelling 
about goddamn weeds and turning the boy into a pussy with that 
goddamn hippie shit. 


His mom stopped wishing on dandelions after that. 


And Billy stopped looking forward to spring break. 


x 


They moved when Neil married Susan. This house was bigger but had 
no yard, just a cracked concrete driveway with an old basketball 
hoop at the end. 


Billy spent hours out there, practicing. Neil didn't mind, because real 
men were supposed to be interested in sports and cars and girls. And 
he was good at basketball. Liked it even. It was better than baseball 
at least. 


He hated the dandelions that sprang up in the cracks though. 


Max ran over them with her skateboard, not even noticing. But Billy 
noticed every time another little yellow flower popped up, and made 
sure to stomp on them when he ran and jumped for the net. 


Part of him ached every time he squished one. He wondered if they 
felt pain, if they knew what it was like to be crushed and smothered, 
yanked up and thrown away. 


But a bigger, louder part of his brain sneered that those kinds of 
thoughts were for faggots and pussies, and he wasn't a faggot or a 


pussy. 


So he smothered those thoughts, crushing them down like his feet 
crushed the dandelions. 


They had a bigger yard in Hawkins, and Neil made it clear that Billy 
was old enough now to take responsibility for keeping the yard 
maintained. He discovered he hated shovelling snow, longing for 
sunny skies and ocean waves as he cleared the walkways and the 
driveway. But slowly the snow melted, and his next task was raking 
up all the dead grass and leaves, tidying up last fall's debris to make 
sure the lawn looked good for summer. 


When the first dandelions poked up through the grass, little bits of 
sunshine dotting the lawn to announce the coming of spring, Billy 
went out with the weedkiller. 


He sprayed the poison over the plants, soaking them in it, making 
sure not a single one survived. 


At the dinner table that night, he blamed his red-rimmed eyes and 
hoarse voice on the chemical fumes. Luckily Neil believed him. 


* 


Spring turned to summer, and suddenly everything he ever knew was 
uprooted. 


It was October when they finally released him from the hospital. By 
then the world was gray again, the plants and trees and flowers dying 
off for the long Indiana winter. 


There were a few bright spots though. 


He was staying at Joyce Byers' house. It was crowded, since Hopper 
and El had moved in too. But he shared a room with Jonathan, who 
was a surprisingly understanding roommate and didn't even expect 
him to talk if he didn't want to. 


He passed the days doing his exercises and whatever household 
chores he could manage. He spent time with El and Will, and with 
Max, who visited as often as she could. 


And sometimes Steve came over. 


The entire group had formed deep, lasting friendships as they all 
healed together, and Billy still couldn't quite believe he was part of 
that group now. But he'd apologized, and meant it, and they were 
willing to give him a chance. 


At first he'd just join in when Steve and Robin brought the rest of the 
kids for movie nights. Then they'd started hanging out without the 
kids, occasionally going to Steve's house, or to a movie, or the diner. 
Jonathan and Nancy had even come along a few times. 


But, as winter turned to spring, there'd been a few times when it 
ended up being just Steve and Billy. And the more time Billy spent 
with Steve, the more he realized he couldn't deny his feelings 
anymore. 


He was in love with Steve. And he had to tell him. It might cost him 
everything - Steve himself, all the people who'd taken him in and 
given him a home, who he'd begun to trust and care about - but he 
couldn't keep lying to himself or anyone else. 


He got his chance when Steve came over on an unseasonably warm 
April day. Hopper and Joyce were at work and the kids were at 
school, so they had the house to themselves. 


"Hi," Steve said when Billy answered the door. "I'm off today so I 
thought we could, um. Hang out. If you want. It's such a nice day, it'd 
be a shame to waste it, right?" 


"Yeah," Billy said. "You want to sit outside for a bit?" 
"Yeah, okay," Steve said. 


With his sunny smile and a yellow T-shirt Billy had never seen him 
in, he looked like a personification of spring. He was beautiful. 


Billy pulled the door closed and they settled onto the old porch swing 
that creaked when it rocked. Steve's arm bumped Billy's, and their 
thighs were almost touching. 


They rocked on the swing slowly, not talking. 


And then Steve spoke. 


"They're kind of pretty," he said. 
Startled, Billy turned to him. "What?" 


"The dandelions." Steve gestured towards the Byers' front lawn, 
dotted with the little yellow flowers, some already gone to seed. He 
chuckled. "I know most people think they're weeds - my parents hate 
them - but I don't know. I kind of like them." 


"Me too," Billy blurted, before he could stop himself. He looked 
down. "My mom - she always said if you blew on the seeds and made 
a wish it would come true." 


"Yeah?" 
Steve's voice was soft. Billy was too scared to look at him. 
"Yeah." 


"Well, my grandma said if you blow on a dandelion and all the seeds 
come off, the person you love loves you back." 


Billy tried to laugh. It came out as more of a wheeze. 
"Maybe they're both right," Steve said. "Your mom and my grandma." 
"Maybe," Billy said quietly. 


"Do you want to, uh - ?" Steve took a deep breath, lacing his fingers 
together, then untwining them and laying his hands flat on his thighs. 
"Find out?" 


"Okay," Billy whispered. 


They stood up in unison and walked down to the grass. They both 
plucked a dandelion and faced the road. 


Billy closed his eyes and blew as hard as he could. He hesitated 
before opening his eyes, almost afraid of what he'd see. 


He was holding an empty dandelion stalk that matched Steve's, the 
little white seeds mingling, dancing away on the breeze. 


"Did your wish come true?" Steve asked softly. 


Billy kissed him in response, just a brief, tentative touch of his lips to 
Steve's. He drew back immediately, expecting Steve to scrunch his 
face up in disgust, shove him away, and run. 


Instead Steve took his hand and drew him in for another, longer kiss. 


Billy didn't even realize he was crying until they parted and Steve's 
thumb was on his cheek, gently wiping away his tears. 


He put his arms around Steve, hesitantly at first, tightening his hold 
when Steve hugged him back. 


"I guess your mom was right," Steve said. 


"I think your grandma was right too," Billy said, when he could speak 
again. 


"Yeah," Steve said, eyes soft and smile warmer than the sun. "Totally." 
Notes for the Chapter: 


Sorry for the suckiness, it's mostly unedited because I 
just wanted to get it finished! And I could spend 
another month on it and still not be satisfied anyway, 
so might as well just throw it out there now. :p 


11. Afterlife 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 24: Afterlife. 


Continued from Chapter 9: Sun & Fire because I 
could NOT leave Billy trapped and dying in the 
Upside Down. :p 


If you choose to read I appreciate it, but be warned, 
this is kind of stupid because it was written really 
quickly and is unedited. I didn't even read it over 
because I just wanted to get it done and I ran out of 
time to make it any better. I'm only posting this 
garbage in the first place because anxiety sucks ass 
and I made a challenge to myself that I'd post 
whatever I wrote this month, no matter how terrible, 
instead of just deleting everything or leaving it on 
my computer for years and doing nothing with it so 
that I might as well have deleted it lol. 


"Billy." 

A girl, her eyes kind, her hand outstretched. 
"Billy," she repeats. "You've got to come with us." 
"I can't," he says. 

"Yes, you can," she says. "Trust me." 

Her hand's so close. 

He's so weak. 


But he reaches. Stretches his arm as far as he can. Manages to grasp her 
fingers. Her grip is surprisingly strong. 


Everything goes dark. 


He groans when he opens his eyes. It's too bright and the glare makes 
his head hurt. He shuts his eyes again. He feels like he's hungover but 
he doesn't remember drinking last night. 


"Hey! Billy! Are you awake?" 


He groans again and forces his eyes open. It takes a minute of 
blinking before he can focus. 


"Maxine?" he mumbles. "The hell are you doin' in my room?" 


Max leans forward and glares. "You asshole! Don't you dare do that 
ever again." 


"Huh?" He frowns and tries to remember what he did this time, panic 
rising in him. "Do what? I'm sorry, Max, I didn't mean it - " 


"Just shut up and listen," she says. 


He sees the other girl sitting next to Max, then. The girl with the kind 
eyes. She's watching him, quiet. 


An older man in a white coat comes in and introduces himself as Dr. 
Owens. He begins to talk, and with interjections from Max, tells Billy 
about government labs and monsters and gateways to other 
dimensions. Apparently he somehow got pulled through one of those 
gates, into a dead world they call the Upside Down. It turns out the 
girl's name is El, and she has mysterious powers thanks to some 
freaky experiment. That's how she was able to find him and open a 
portal to rescue him. By the time Owens is finished, Billy's head is 
aching more than ever. 


"The fuck?" is all he can manage. "You knew about this, Max?" 


"Yeah." She looks down at her hands, then back at him. "That's what - 
that's what was going on. That night. You know." 


He does know. That night, and what he did, has haunted him ever 
since it happened. 


He realizes something else. If El found him, she would have seen 
where he was hiding. 


"El, right?" he says. 

She nods. 

"Could I talk to you? Alone?" 
El smiles. "Yes." 


Max looks concerned, but El assures her it's okay. Max and the doctor 
leave the room, and Billy looks away, trying to think of the best way 
to phrase what he wants to say. 


"So. You know where I was?" he says finally. 
"Yes." She smiles again. "Steve's house." 

So she does know. 

"Does anyone else know?" 

"Yes," she says. "That's where we got you out." 


He's afraid suddenly, although he's not quite sure why. "Does Steve 
know?" 


"Yes." She looks confused, and she leans forward slightly. "He was 
there. It's his house." 


Billy lays back against the pillows. So everyone knows he was in 
Steve's house in that other fucked-up dimension. In his bed. He's got 
no good explanation for being there. He guesses he could lie, say he 
just picked a random hiding spot. 


El speaks again then, her voice eager, a teenage girl gossiping with 
friends. "You like him." 


Billy sits up. "What? No! No, I don't." 


She actually giggles. "You like him. He makes you happy." 


All he can do is stare at her. Apparently mind-reading is part of her 
powers. Part of him wishes she'd left him there instead of having to 
live with his secret getting out to everyone in Hawkins. He'd rather 
die there than find out what Neil would do to him. 


"I won't tell," she says, as if she knows what he's thinking now. "But 
you should. Friends don't lie." 


He wants to say that he and Steve aren't even friends. They're not 
anything and never will be. He made sure of that when he beat 
Steve's face in. 


El touches his hand, startling him. Her eyes are so kind. 
Understanding. 


"Get some rest," she says, and gets up from the chair. 

When he wakes up again, a nurse says there's someone to see him. 
He expects Max or El or both, so he agrees. 

But it's Steve who walks in. 


Steve, his hair perfectly styled, looking gorgeous in a green 
sweatshirt and jeans that fit him just right. 


Billy really wishes he was dead now. A blush burns his cheeks as 
shame and guilt burn in his guts. 


"Hi," Steve says. He doesn't sit down, just shifts his weight 
awkwardly. "You, uh. Had a close call there." 


"Guess so," Billy says flatly. "I really hate this town." 
"Yeah," Steve says. 


The silence stretches out. Billy wishes he at least had a window to 
look out of, anything to avoid looking at Steve. He keeps his eyes 
fixed on the wall instead. 


Steve scratches under his collar, then says suddenly, "I'm glad we got 
to you in time. I couldn't - " 


"What?" Billy asks when Steve doesn't seem interested in finishing the 
sentence. 


Steve takes a deep breath. "I just - I couldn't stand it if someone else 
died in my house." 


"Someone else?" Billy repeats. 


"Yeah." Steve stares down at his sneakers. "Nancy's best friend Barb. 
She got taken. From my pool. We didn't find her until it was too late. 
So." He shrugs. 


Billy's not sure what to say to that. There's another long silence. 
Then Steve asks the question he's been dreading. 
"Why were you there, anyway?" 


Billy presses his lips together. Craves a cigarette, wants something to 
do with his hands. Considers lying, using his hiding spot excuse. 


"I wanted to be," he says instead. 
"In my bed?" 
He lifts his shoulders in a half-shrug. "Near you." 


Steve's watching him. Billy feels his gaze burning into him, but he 
keeps his own face turned away, eyes cast down, studying his hands 
picking at the sheet. 


"Oh," Steve says quietly. He draws in a breath, exhales. "I, uh - I think 
we've got a lot to talk about. Call me when you get out of here." 


Billy doesn't look up, just listens as he walks away. 


* 


They keep him in the hospital a couple more days, for observation 
and to let him regain some strength. 


He has to sign a bunch of official-looking papers before he can leave. 
Dr. Owens says he's already arranged a ride, and Billy's a bit 
apprehensive that maybe that's code for 'kill you and dispose of your 
body somewhere to make sure you'll never talk about what 
happened’. But he's pretty sure if they really wanted him dead he'd 
already be gone, so he sits on the edge of the bed impatiently tapping 
his fingers on his knee. 


He's startled to see Steve appear in the doorway. 
"Hi," Steve says. "You ready to go?" 


Billy sucks in a breath, then decides he doesn't have much choice if 
he wants to get out of here. "I guess." 
They don't talk as they walk through the hallways. 


Steve's a little bit ahead when they reach the sliding glass doors at 
the hospital's entrance. He keeps walking, but Billy stops as soon as 
he's outside. 


He tilts his face up to the sun and closes his eyes, drinking in its 
warmth. 


He remembers how he wanted to feel the sun one more time. How 
something so simple seemed like an impossible dream, forever out of 
reach. 


"Hey," Steve calls, and Billy opens his eyes to see him stopped, 
waiting for Billy to catch up. He's grinning. "You coming or what?" 


Maybe, sometimes, even impossible dreams came true. 


"Yeah, I'm coming, Jesus," he calls back, breaking into a grin of his 
own as he sets off towards Steve. 


12. Road Trip, Breeze & Lake 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Written for Day 14: Road Trip, Day 20: Breeze, & 
Day 25: Lake. 


Once again this was written quickly and is almost 
entirely unedited. Work also kind of melted my brain 
today so I have no idea if there's a coherent story 
here at all or if it's just complete nonsense. But "Lake" 
was one of the prompts I'd originally planned to 
write so I guess yay for finishing it at least Imao. 


Also I used Google Maps to get an idea of their 
driving direction but if I completely fucked up on the 
geography feel free to let me know. :p 


The Fourth of July hangs as heavy in the air as the humidity. 


Tension settles in Steve's stomach when he flips the calendar from 
June to July and sees the 4 written in bold black ink, standing out 
against the stark white background. 


He tells himself that this year it's just another day. Nothing bad's 
going to happen. They'll all get together at the Byers' for a BBQ, and 
the kids will bicker over every little thing, and everyone will eat too 
much and go home safe and sound. 


But he knows it's not just another day, and he knows Billy's feeling it, 
too. 


On the night of July 3rd they're laying in their bed, the ceiling fan 
and the floor fan moving the thick, hot air around more than cooling 
it. But it's not the heat and the stickiness keeping them awake. 


"We should get out of here," Steve says on impulse. "Tomorrow. Just 
go for a drive somewhere, get away." 


Billy doesn't answer at first, and Steve thinks maybe he's so lost in his 
own thoughts he didn't even hear. 


"Yeah," he says, finally. "That would be good." 


They lapse back into silence and, wrapped around each other despite 
the heat, even manage to sleep. 


Steve doesn't have a plan when they leave at sunrise the next 
morning, just makes sure he has his wallet and a bag with a change 
of clothes for each of them and a few other essentials. 


They drive all day, only stopping for gas and food and bathroom 
breaks. 


Steve lets Billy pick whatever music he wants. Turns it up and rolls 
the windows down. Lets the guitars and drums, the wind and the 
highway, drown out the thoughts and memories that have been 
haunting them these last few days. 


They cross Illinois, hit Wisconsin, keep going. It's late afternoon when 
they stop at a little town on the shore of Lake Michigan. 


"You want to stay here tonight?" Steve asks when they're walking 
along the beach, not quite touching. 


Billy looks out across the water, eyes hidden behind his sunglasses, 
and nods. He's been quiet all day. 


They find a cozy hotel along the waterfront with a few rooms left and 
Steve hands over his credit card without hesitation. Their room has a 
king-size bed and overlooks the beach. It's all they need. 


Neither of them have much of an appetite for dinner. They take 
another walk, this time going the opposite direction, and pass an ice- 
cream place. It's packed with people, carefree and laughing, 
celebrating the Fourth with cool, sweet treats. 


Steve thinks of Scoops. Almost laughs as he recalls how once he 
thought the uniform was the worst thing to happen to him last 
summer. 


A family walks by, a mom and dad and three kids. They're all holding 
ice cream cones, and the dad's talking about heading over to the park 
to get a good spot for the fireworks. 


Steve knows neither he or Billy want to see fireworks. 


They find a quieter spot and sit on the beach until night falls, hands 
brushing as they poke around in the sand between them, then make 
their way back to their room. 


There's a muffled bang, a preliminary to the main show. Steve locks 
the door and takes Billy in his arms, the way he's wanted to all day. 


They undress between kisses, keeping contact with each other the 
entire time. Billy caresses Steve's face, soothing the invisible bruises 
there, and Steve caresses his scars. They make love to the distant 
sound of fireworks, bodies joined and hands entwined, panting 
breaths into each other's mouths as their heartbeats fall into the same 
rhythm. 


They wake the next morning with their arms and legs still tangled 
together. 


They take one more walk along the lake before heading back. They 
have the beach to themselves this morning so they hold hands as they 
amble along the sand. It's calm, a light breeze blowing off the water 
and stirring up little waves. 


The humidity's broken, for now at least, and it's just an ordinary 
summer day. 


Steve squeezes Billy's hand, and Billy smiles and squeezes back. 


13. Picnic & Easy 


Notes for the Chapter: 
Written for Day 23: Picnic & Day 26: Easy. 


Unedited, this is just an idea that wouldn't leave me 
alone so I decided to write it. :) I had a modern AU 
in mind, but I don't think the timeframe really 
matters to the story. There is some Robin/Heather 
and mentions of past Steve/Nancy, as well as a bit of 
Steve & Nancy friendship. If you choose to read, 
thank you so much and I hope you enjoy! 


Harrington & Holloway had a reputation as one of the best law firms 
in all of Indiana. 


It was just as well-known for its annual company picnic. 


The picnic was a tradition begun years ago, when Edward Harrington 
and Tom Holloway first started the firm. It had grown over time from 
a BBQ at the park to a full catered event at the Hawkins fairgrounds, 
complete with live entertainment and various activities for everyone 
from kids to adults. 


As the boss' son, Steve was expected to attend every year. It was okay 
when he was a kid and spent his time playing with Heather, Tommy, 
and everyone else. But as he got older and friendships changed or 
disappeared, and the ‘happy family' facade his parents insisted on in 
public became harder to maintain, the picnic became more of a 
chore, even something to dread. 


Leaning against an oak tree at the edge of the fairgrounds, away from 
the crowds and music, Steve's thoughts drifted to last year's picnic. 
Last year he'd brought Nancy. She was his first serious girlfriend, 
beautiful and intelligent and fearless. She got into an argument with 
one of the junior partners about inequality in the criminal justice 
system and it ended with the man stomping off like a child throwing 
a temper tantrum. Steve couldn't quite follow the discussion but at 
that moment he knew he loved her. 


Over the next few months, though, they'd drifted apart. Nancy was 
ambitious and sure of herself. Steve wanted to do good, to be 
something more than his father's son, handed everything as he drifted 
through life. He just didn't know what that 'more' was. 


So he hadn't been entirely surprised when they broke up. They stayed 
friends, and when Nancy announced she was dating Jonathan Byers 
he was genuinely happy for them. They shared similar interests and 
were a good match, better than he and Nancy had ever been. 


He just kept hoping he'd meet his perfect match, that his true love 
was somewhere out there, waiting for him. 


"Steve!" 


Heather's excited voice pulled him out of his thoughts, and he 
straightened up as she and Robin hurried towards him, hand in hand, 
both of them grinning. 


"Oh my god, dingus, we were looking everywhere for you," Robin 
said. 


"I just needed a break," Steve said. He rolled his eyes. "I can only hear 
'why aren't you going to college this year', 'do you have a girlfriend’, 
‘what about your career plans' so many times before I snap." 


Heather and Robin exchanged a look, then their smiles became even 
wider. 


"Hey, what's that?" Steve asked, noticing something on their faces. 


Heather tilted her head to give him a better view of the rainbow 
painted on her right cheek. It matched the one on Robin's. 


"That's why we were looking for you," Heather said, her dark eyes 
sparkling. "You've got to get your face painted, too." 


"Nah, I don't think so," Steve said. 
"No, you really do," Robin said, taking his hand and tugging. "C'mon!" 


"Okay, Jesus," Steve said, letting himself be led. 


He perked up a bit as they walked, buoyed by Robin and Heather's 
enthusiasm. Heather was like a sister to him, and he and Robin had 
become good friends in the two months Heather and Robin had been 
dating. Being around them never failed to cheer him up. 


They dragged him to a tent where several people, mostly little kids 
and a few teenagers, waited to get their faces painted. 


Steve felt awkward being the oldest person in line, but Robin and 
Heather stood with him. And when they reached the front and he got 
a good look at the face paint artist, he forgot all about the other 
people around him. 


The face painter was a guy who looked about his age, blonde curls 
pulled up in a messy bun. He was wearing a red shirt with two 
buttons undone that showed off his muscular build. But he appeared 
surprisingly gentle as he drew a glittery flower on a little girl's cheek. 
Steve could see his tongue poking out between his teeth ever so 
slightly as he concentrated. 


The guy finished and held up a mirror so the girl could see her 
flower. She grinned, then ran off to show her mother, waiting nearby. 
The guy looked up, a big smile on his face to greet his next customer. 


So distracted by staring at the face painter, Steve didn't realize he 
was the next customer until Robin nudged him. 


"Get going, dingus," she said, Heather giggling beside her. 


Steve tried to glare at them and ended up almost tripping over his 
feet as he crossed the short distance and dropped unceremoniously 
into the chair near the face painter. 


"Well, well, well," the guy said, aiming his blinding smile straight at 
Steve. His eyes were bright blue, almost the color of the summer sky, 
and Steve noticed he had a small gold hoop in one ear. "What can I 
do for you?" 


Steve realized he probably should have thought of something. 
"Um...I'm not sure?" 


"I've got some designs here you can pick from," the guy said, reaching 


for a photo album. "Or I can come up with something just for you." 
Steve gulped. 

"Uh, surprise me, I guess," he said. "Just, nothing too wild?" 

The guy's grin turned softer. "Don't worry. I'll take good care of you." 


He studied Steve for a moment, as if thinking, then picked up a 
brush. 


"Turn your head," he said. 


Steve obeyed, shifting in the chair so the left side of his face was 
exposed. He almost jumped at the first touch of the cool paint against 
his skin but as the guy worked, he relaxed. The guy's hand was steady 
but gentle, and occasionally Steve felt his breath against his cheek 
when he leaned in to touch up a spot. 


He felt a twinge of disappointment when the guy set his brush down, 
sat back, and said, "All done. Ready to see?" 


Steve managed a grin. "Yep." 


The guy lifted his mirror. Steve was almost afraid to look, but as soon 
as he saw his face he couldn't tear his eyes away. 


A dolphin in shades of blue and gray curled along his forehead, past 
his eye, and down his cheek. Dots and swirls of white and lighter 
blue created waves around it. 


"Wow," Steve breathed. He looked at himself again, then back at the 
guy. "You're really good, man." 


The guy's eyes widened slightly, as if he was surprised. "Thanks." The 
blinding, charming grin appeared again. "It's easy to work on a pretty 
face like yours though." 


Steve blurted it out before he thought. 


"Like mine? Have you ever looked in a mirror?" 


The guy laughed, still watching him. 
"Once or twice," he said, teasing. 


Steve knew he should get going, find Robin and Heather and let the 
next kid in line have their turn. 


"Well." He opened his mouth to thank the guy again, but instead he 
heard himself say, "You get a break or something, right? Do you 
wanna grab something to eat?" 


"That'd be great," the guy said. "I'm Billy, by the way." 


"Steve." Steve automatically held out his hand, years of polite 
introductions and handshakes drilled into him, and just as quickly 
wished he could take it back. 


But Billy clasped it in his own hand, giving his fingers a gentle 
squeeze. "Nice to meet you, Steve. Let me just clean up here." 


Steve waited while he set out a sign saying ‘Back in 30 minutes' and 
put away his paints, brushes, and other supplies. 


They set off towards the food tent, falling into conversation as if 
they'd known each other for years. By the time they sat down at a 
picnic table with ice-cold cans of soda and plates piled with burgers, 
salads, and potato chips, Steve had learned Billy had recently moved 
from California with his stepmom and stepsister. 


"Susan's got family here," he explained. "So she came here to be close 
to them and away from my asshole father. I was lucky she got 
custody and brought me too." 


"Do you miss it?" Steve asked. "I mean, coming from California to 
good old Hawkins - that's gotta be tough." 


"Yeah, it is," Billy said. "I miss the ocean. Surfing in the early morning 
when there's not many people around - there's nothing else like it. 
Sometimes I'd even see dolphins. Once one swam right up next to 
me." His eyes shone with excitement. "That was the most incredible 
thing I've ever seen." 


"Wow." Steve used his fork to poke at his potato salad. "So is that why 
you drew a dolphin on me?" 


"That, and I just like them." Billy looked directly at Steve, a small 
smile on his lips. "They're smart, playful. Beautiful." 


Steve stuffed a forkful of salad in his mouth and chewed while he 
considered what to say. When he'd swallowed he took a deep breath. 


"I think there are some dolphins at the Indianapolis Zoo," he said, 
trying to sound casual. "Maybe we could go and see them sometime. 
If you wanted." 


Billy's smile widened. "I'd like that, pretty boy." 


Steve smiled back. 


x 


When the Harrington & Holloway company picnic rolled around the 
following year, Steve wasn't there. 


He was lying on a beach with Billy, the two of them celebrating the 
end of their first year at UCLA with an entire weekend doing nothing 
but surfing, hanging out at the beach, and having sex on every 
available surface in their dorm room. 


Steve still couldn't quite believe how easy it was being with Billy, 
how easily everything had fallen into place in the past year. After 
hitting it off at the picnic he and Billy began dating and were soon 
deeply in love. He'd picked up some pamphlets at the zoo the first 
time they went there, and that led to an interest in environmental 
issues and conservation. He'd applied to environmental science 
programs when Billy applied to art school, and they both got into 
UCLA. 


Robin and Heather, who were both studying social work in Chicago, 
had been thrilled when Steve told them about his plans to move to 
California and go to school with Billy. The four of them had double- 
dated several times during the year, and they were excited that Steve 
had not only found a loving boyfriend but an academic and career 
path he was passionate about. They'd promised to come for a visit 


over the summer, and Steve couldn't wait to see them. 


Even Nancy was happy for him when she heard the news. She'd 
hugged him and said good for you, Steve Harrington with a big smile 
that made Steve glow with pride. He talked to her and Jonathan once 
in a while, and he was glad they were happy at NYU, supporting 
various causes and fighting for what they believed in. 


The only people who weren't happy with his decisions were his 
parents. But they couldn't stop him, and although Steve still loved 
them, he didn't want to live their life or the life they'd planned for 
him. 


"What are you thinking about, baby?" Billy murmured, rolling onto 
his side to run his fingertip up Steve's arm. 


"Us." Steve flapped his hand to indicate everything around them. 
"This." 


He turned his head towards his boyfriend and pressed a kiss to Billy's 
lips, the action familiar from repetition and even sweeter for its 
familiarity. 


They smiled at each other when they parted, then settled back onto 
their towels and laid there holding hands, comfortable and content. 


Author's Note: 
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reading! <3 


